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Tasting the thrill 


Disclaimer: Don't own, don't claim this is true either. 
"Tommy, stop!" 


Hands crawl up and down his spine right down to his ass, cupping the cheeks. Vince moans, wincing as it rolls 
off of his tongue. He wasn't supposed to like it. 


‘Seriously, Tommy, Nikki will--" The drummer smirks against his flustered skin, head buried in his neck. Hot 
breaths making him squirm. 


"Fuck Nikki, he's not here now is he and | don't see his name all over you dude." And now those soft promising 
hands are undoing the strings to his leathers. 


All he can do is nod, mind too confused, too jumbled to comprehend what exactly Tommy said. His thoughts 


were focused on those wondrous hands that were now guiding his naked hips into a bedroom. 


He should have noticed it was Nikki's room. It smells like Nikki, looks like Nikki's. Everything is easily Nikki's right 
down to the old porno mags lying on the floor. Yes, this is most definitely Nikki's room. 


And they are most definitely going to fuck on Nikki's bed. Vince's eyes travel across the walls, black marker 
written in large bold letters and a heart around it, "Nikki Sixx only fucks Vince!" Not the normal sentiment but 


when Nikki showed him, it almost made him cry. What was he doing? Nikki loves him but.. 


can't hardly feel the pain this time, not like when Nikki fucks him..there's always pain then 


Lips catch his in a passionate kiss, tongue's intertwining. Such bliss, ecstasy. Tommy was thrusting harder now, 


sending the blonde into a world of his own where the name ‘Nikki didn't exist. 


He didn't think about the time that Nikki barricaded himself in his room and when he finally came out, showed 
Vince the song he wrote for him. He was so shy, almost afraid Vince would reject it. Or the time Nikki made 


him breakfast in bed for no reason, just to see him smile. 


No, those memories don't register in his mind. Tommy's name escapes his lips, short gasps follow and then 


they are curled around one another. Not for long because a voice sends chills up and down Vince's body. 


"What the fuck!" 


Can't scream this time 


Disclaimer Don't own and this isn't true. No impeachment intended. 


There it is again, that deep, angry voice. 


"IIl ask it again since you two fuckers didn't seem to hear me. What. The. Fuck." Tommy scrambles to his feet, 


pulling up his jeans. Vince just closes his eyes and braces himself for what's to come. 


There's a loud cracking noise that makes Vince wince. It could be a lot of things, but it's most likely Tommy's 
shoulder breaking or maybe his nose, Vince couldn't really be sure. And then there's yelps.no more like 


whimpers that sound so pitiful, so painful that Vince feels like it's happening to him. But it's not. 


Fear shoots up his body like heroin as something shatters to the floor and then a thump. Tommy must have 
passed out. The bed creeks as new weight is pressing it down. Vince can hear the springs cry out and then a 
hand jerks his face up, arching his neck in a painful way. It hurts but he still doesn't open his eyes. Even when 
Nikki starts speaking. 


"So, you thought you'd really get away with this, blondie? Pull one over on me?" Vince didn't answer but it was 
quit clear he was terrified, body shaking uncontrollably. 


Nikki tightens his hold on the vocalist's jaw. Vince lets out a small whimper, hoping Nikki didn't hear him, but he 
did and Vince knows it. The bassist smirks, hand now letting go of his jaw and traces Vince's lips. Vince finally 
opens his eyes when Nikki digs his long nail into his lower lip, small trickles of blood seep out. Vince can feel the 
tears gather in his chocolate eyes, he flinches. 


"Answer me." Vince shakes his head, the tears are now running away from his eyes and dropping onto the 
white sheets. He knows he's not going to get out of this one, no one can hear his screams in this house 
because no one is around other than Tommy but he's no use at the moment and he knows he's going to be 


screaming when Nikki has that mad gleam in his eye. So he answers. 


"No Nikki. I-l'm sorry, | didn't mean--" Nikki doesn't let him finish, instead he slams the blonde's face back in 
the pillow. 


"You think I'm fucking stupid, don't you? You're not sorry, you fucking knew what you were doing.." He leans 
close to Vince's ear, licking the shell. "but Vincie baby, you got caught and l'm not a very merciful lover when 
someone cheats on me." All Vince could see were stars as a fist connected with his cheek. The sound of 


clothes falling to the floor as he cries out, covering his face with his hands. 


But it doesn't help and now Nikki's spreading his legs apart and pounding into him. Vince shrieks, knuckles turning 
as white as the sheet. Now he knew what Nikki meant the first time they had sex when he said Vince was 


lucky he was going to go slow. If he'd have done this, Vince would have died. 


That's what he feels like doing now, dying because as Nikki speeds up, it's as if a part of him breaks. His arms 
are clawing at the bassist's back, pleeding him to stop, begging. Nikki ignores him. 


When he cums, it shoots through Vince like fire and feels like fire too, white sticky liqiud running down his legs. 
He shudders, body wracking with sobs. Nikki pulls out, rough and it feels like sandpaper. 


"We're still not finished babe. This goes deeper than fucking a chick, you fucking let Tommy fuck you..so | get 
to have my fun and when I'm done..." He took a minute to smile. "we'll go out for ice cream or something 
because I'm not going to break up with you over this, no, the guilt is enough | guess." Vince sighs, almost 
wanting to smile, but he doesn't because this wasn't the time to smile. Nikki was dead serious. This was going 


to hurt and what did he get out of this whole experience? Nikki torturing him, Tommy's dick up his ass and... 


Ice cream. 


Lovely. 


Drain you 


Disclaimer: Don't own, not true. | meant no impeachment. 


How long has it been, hours since they'd been caught. Every second feels like an eternity for the humiliation, 

guilt and shame Nikki's putting him threw. It also hurts that he's doing this to him, not just physically, mentally 
as well. Vince tries so hard not to cry because boys don't cry, especially like this. He was tied to the bed while 
Nikki entered him again and again and again Fucking him *hard*, so hard, blood had stained the sheets crimson 


"Like this, bet you do and don't you even *think* about crying. You're the one you made me do this so blame 
yourself, babe." Such hateful words coming from someone that *used* to love him. How could Nikki love him 
now? In Nikki's eyes, there's nothing but hate and sometimes amusement. Everytime Vince screams, Nikki goes 


deeper, thrusts harder, *so hard*. 


"Nikki, PLEASE, l.l've learned my lesson!" Nikki snickers, licking Vince's lips. Lingering there before shoving his 
Tongue in, loving the feel of that satin sweet mouth, the tast, everything. 


"Have you? | really don't believe you blondie." The bassist throws Vince to the floor, strength alone ripping the 
blonde from his restrants. Tommy is still unconscious, curled up while his blood drips slowly onto the grimy 
carpet. Vince winces. Nikki grabs a handful of peroxide hair, twisting it around his long fingers. "So, did you have 
time to suck im' off yet before | got there? Did his cum taste as good as mine or was it better?" 


Vince whimpers as his face is shoved into the drummers crotch. He want's to stop this any way he can, but 
Nikki is *so%* much stronger than him. He's really just getting what he deserves. That's what he keeps telling 
himself and when this is over, Nikki will still love him and they'll be fine. Nikki gives an impatient whine as he 


shoves Vince's face a little closer to Tommy. 
"No! Nikki, please, he's not even awake!" The bassist snorts, both eyebrows raised. 


"Never stopped you before. Remember last week? | was on the couch and | guess you were a little frisky--" 


"STOP! l-I remember." He could almost feel Nikki smirk behind him. At this moment in time, he hates Nikki. 
"Please Nikki, anything..anything but this. Just." 


"Pl-e-ase? Heh." Vince flinches, fear shoots through his body and he can't stop his tears from falling this time. 
Nikki forces his mouth closer and this time he doesn't fight, just wraps his lips around Tommy's limp cock. The 
taste is disgusting, the coldness and.. It's just horrible for him but he doesn't complain 


Nikki moves his head up and down. Tommy starts to come to and sees the blonde head bobbling on his dick. He 
can feel himself get hard but then he looks up, into maddened eyes. 


The eyes of someone he doesn't want to wake up to. But as much as he tries, he can't suppress that tiny 
moan that escapes his lips and in an instant Nikki's growling, releasing Vince's golden locks and punching him in 


the mouth. 


"Fucker!" Vince whips his mouth along with the loose tears. He screams for Nikki to stop but it doesn’t do any 
good. Tommy, relizing what's going on, starts to fight back, meeting every hit with his hand while covering his 
face with the other one. Vince is trying to pull the bassist away but only ends up on the floor. Tommy stops 
fighting, knowing he can't win and just settles for grabbing Vince's hand and running. They don't get far, Nikki 
has taken the liberty of locking all the doors. 


"Oh shit." 


"VINCIE, | THOUGHT | TOLD YOU WE WEREN'T FINISHED! | don't like you rumning off with little Tommy like this, 
its so fuckin rude, hahal" The footsteps are getting closer, as they do Vince's heart beat speeds up just a 
little faster. He relizes that he could die if Nikki feels up to it. Tommy pushes the vocalist behind him, his 
posture looks confident but eyes betray him. 


Nikki sneers. "You think you can fight me, you think you can win? All over the blonde slut, I'm hurt Tommy!" 
The drummer snarls low, fisting his hands. Vince doesn't want him to fight, he knows Tommy isn't a match for 


Nikki but he doesn't say anything. He's too scared. 


"Fuck off Nikki, you talk a bunch of shit but can you take any?" That wasn't a good thing to say because now 
Tommy is laying on the floor with blood splattering everywhere. He screams as Nikki deals a kick to his 


stomach, he throws up on the carpet. Vince can only watch as the bassist continues his assault. 


How can someone be so strong, it's inhuman to have that kind of power, but maybe not for Nikki. Maybe it 
was possible for him because, well, he's *Nikki*. He stops, Tommy isn't screaming anymore and now Nikki is 
dragging him by the hair back to their room, he locks the door this time and turns back to Vince, smiling so 
sweetly that Vince would have thought he was sane. *Sane*, something Vince would have died for because if 
Nikki could be sane, his life would be perfect. 


Perfect. 


But nothing or nobody can be absolutely perfect. And when Nikki acts sweet and caring and just.. Amazing, 
Vince thinks he's the most perfect creature on this planet but when Nikki acts like this.. 


"Guess you didn't want the ice cream | promised, what a waste. Now l'm going to have to get rough baby. You 


just can't be a good boy!" 


Vince thinks he's the Devil incarnated. 


TBC --Sorry for the delay and | promise Itll get to sex in the next chapter, lots of it too! 


Looks that kill 


Disclaimer: Don't own, not true. No malice intended. 


Nikki's screaming at Vince now to turn over and he does. Vince's eyes are dull and he just lays there 
emotionless. Nikki licks his lips, digging his nails into the blonde's hips, drawing blood. His erection is pressing into 
Vince's back almost painfully and Vince want's to laugh but he doesn't, you don't laugh at Nikki Sixx, he would 
love it or hate it, depending on his mood and right now Vince didn't want to take the chance. He was out-going, 


but not stupid. Instead he settles for a muffled cry into the pillow. 


Pain rises through from his ass to his spine and he knows there's going to be blood. So much he's already seen 
so he's not scared this time. There is a dull ache in his heart though and *that® scares him. Nothing *really* 


scares him but this does. 


"Nikki..." Vince's small whimper went ignored as Nikki yanks his ass further back against his hardened cock. 
Vince can hear Nikki's satisfied growls above him and if this was any other time or situation, Vince would be 
turned on. The only thing stopping him now was the nails digging into his tender hip bone and Nikki's insults 


whispered into his ear. 


"Don't ‘Nikki me, you whore. You're so fucking lucky right now that I'm not going harder, but | don't want to 
wear you out just yet! The fun's just begun baby." The tone in Nikki's voice confuses Vince, it sounds playful. 


Maybe..? No, it's too much to hope for. Besides, Nikki has already made it perfectly clear Vince wasn't going to 
like his punishment, but still, he can't get the feeling out of his head that Nikki's forgiven or in the middle of 
forgiving him. So, its worth a try, the words Nikki loves most to come out of his mouth. "Nikki, | love you 
baby. Fuck me." He can hear Nikki's soft chuckles and smiles, that's usually a good sign 


"Yeah, | know but." Vince frowns, he didn't think Nikki would say it back, he never does but.. He can always 
hope for the next time. "lm still pissed so its gonna be *rough*:" It's already rough, that's what Vince thinks, 
but he doesn’t say anything. Nikki thrusts in just a little, hands moving all over the blondes body. "think you 


can handle it blondie?" 


Oh no, Vince is getting hard, but he doesn't care. This is the Nikki he likes so he bucks his hips up, moaning. 
Nikki smiles, a genuine smile that makes Vince giggle slightly. "Fuck yeah, but | still want my ice cream!" Nikki 
laughs too as something flashes across his dark eyes and in that moment Vince knows they'll be okay. 


"Oh yeah, can't forget that huh." Vince licks his lips at the sensuality in Nikki's voice, he, by now, had a full 
erection and he was aching for release. *Release*, fuck, he hasn't *really® cum tonight at all Well, aside from 
Tommy who is still unconscious, but he needs Nikki. Needs to feel his hot cum shoot through him and *know® 
Nikki's not going to fucking kill him afterward. 


"Nikki, you *still* pissed at me?" Nikki looks indecisive before he answers, but his eyes are bright and warm 
and Vince knows he's not. He can feel Nikki above him shift his hands so they run along his thighs once again, 
but not painfully this time which surprises Vince, didn't Nikki say he was going to get rough? 


Oh he's rough now as those sharp nails dig into his flesh, most likely drawing blood again. Nikki's cock pushes 
into him and Vince thinks he can see stars. It hurts more than he thought it would 


Nikki's taking his sweet ass time as he pounds into the blonde relentlessly. Vince cries out and Nikki slows a 
little for some reason. Vince arches his neck back to see the bassists' face looking at the wall with the heart 
and words inside it. Vince noticed his eyes, they looked lost and sad. Something Vince has *never* seen that 
before in them. 


In a way, it was kind of a beautiful picture. 


They were just hopeless. 


Hopelessly in love. 


And this is the way Vince likes it. Its not like Nikki's unbearable when he gets like this and it really isn't that 
often. He loves Nikki. And right now, he loves how rough Nikki's being. His hands are now cupping Vince's ass, 


rubbing it in slow circles as he grounds into the blonde. 


When Vince starts to moan harder, Nikki snaps out of his trance and growls halfheartedly. He twists blonde 
locks around his hand and pulls it back, whispering in Vince's ear. "| didn't say you could get horny, did |?" When 


those luscious lips break the skin, Vince thinks he's going to come right then and there. 


draw blood, but that doesn't stop his screams. Nikki throws his head back, subconsciously yanking harder on 
the silky hair in his hands, but Vince doesn't mind because he's withering and moaning, cum spilling on the 
bedsheet. Nikki collapses on top of him, burring his nose into his soft, blonde hair and wrapping an arm loosely 


around his waist. 


Vince snuggles up to his side, hands immediately going into Nikki's rich, dark mane. Nikki begins speaking, the 
words unhurried so Vince can catch them. "| guess.. You deserve that fucking.. lce cream, now huh." 


Vince giggles softly, head resting on Nikki's shoulder. "Yeah, of course! Whatever | don't eat we can always.." He 
licked the bassists ear. "Save for better use." Nikki grinned. He likes that idea, but he has something serious to 
say now that worries Vince slightly. 


"Don't ever cheat on me again" His voice wasn't stern, but sad and begging. Vince immediately agreed. 


"l-I won't!" Nikki's smile returns. He pulls Vince closer to his body, secretly loving the feel. 


"Bet you will" Vince huffs, then pouts. 


"Nuh-uh!" 


"What-e-ver. See what | did to Tommy, that could be you next time." But in his heart, Nikki knows he could 


never *really® strike Vince, never really hurt him, but Vince doesn't need to know that. 


The blonde stutters, tears gather in his eyes and Nikki chuckles at him, whipping the stray crystals away with 
gentleness. "I wouldn't hurt you like that, | promise." 


Vince smiles, but it soon turns to a smirk. "Better not or I'll tell everyone you suck your thumb when your 


asleep " The bassist pales a few shades, glaring with intent for it to kill. 


"Fuck." 


TBC--sorry, but the next chapter might take even more time because l'm having a bit of trouble with my 
internet. Vince gets his ice cream for those of you waiting for it..coughnikkibbbcough. 


As you are 
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Vince tries to get up a couple of hours later, but his ass hurts. A lot. He whines at Nikki to help him. Nikki 
snorts, shaking his head, but there's a smile on his face as he lifts the blonde out of their bed and helps him 
shower. They're going to the ice cream shop.. When Vince can walk. Nikki washes his body clean, caressing his 
skin, Vince moans, eyes closing. He feels good and yes, he is excited. To him, this is considered a date. Nikki 


never takes him anywhere as a lover. 


He holds Vince close, rubbing his back, down to his sore thighs. When he finishes, he carries Vince out of the 
shower and lays him back on the bed. The singer smiles. 


"Thanks." Nikki shrugs, throwing some clean clothes at him and putting on his own attire. Vince pouts, lifting up 
his arms childishly. "Dresssss meeeee.” Nikki glares, but it's playful. He comes over and pulls Vince's legs up, 
sliding on the leathers. He doesn't bother with the shirt, walking out the door. Vince sniffs, he wants his Nikki 
to help him. 


"Come on Nikki, you can't leave me like this! | can barely move and | look like a cheap hooker!" He can hear Nikki 
laughing from the living room so he gets up, rubbing his aching ass. "Fine, | love you too." Nikki pokes his head 
into the room again, frowning. Vince is wincing and rubbing his thighs. Nikki feels bad because he knows he's the 
reason he's doing it. He takes Vince's hand and leads them to the door, stepping over Tommy in the process. 
Vince giggles when he hears the drummer snort, then turn over. Nikki just glares and drags him out the door. 


"So, what kind of flavor do you want, babe?" They are walking, hand in hand. Vince had the dumbest smile on 
his face and his cheeks are bright red. He looks drunk. 


"Mmm... Cherry!" Nikki gives him a weird look, like he just said something stupid, which he kind of did. 


| don't think that's an ice cream flavor, Vinny. How about vanilla?" They finally reach the ice cream truck, but 


there's children there buying, and eating pop-cycles. Nikki sighs as Vince giggles. 


"Okay. Whatever." 


The ice cream.. man must have seen them because he's slowly pushing the gas on his truck and getting his 
ass out of there before there's trouble. He knows there will be with two mascara wearing guys in drag holding 


hands while one of them just happens to be Nikki Sixx. Oh yes, he knows who Motley Crue is. 


As he's about to speed off, Nikki takes a pen knife out of his boot and throws it at the right back tire, it 
blows and the truck is forever doomed He brought it in case something like this would happen. He leads Vince 
along until their both standing in from of a selection menu. "So, what do you want?" Vince looks over the 
delicious frozen treats and since he is Vince Neil, picks the most expensive one. Two-fifty, dear god that's a 
shit load of money for a plain chocolate sunday. Nikki squints his eyes, padding his pockets for money and 


finding nore... 


He pads harder, what was he gonna do if he forgot the money??? And, oh shit, he forgot it. Vince glances at 
him suspiciously, but soon gets distraced with the flavors he could have. Ohhhh, strawberry, nah, Vince is 
more of a vanilla type of guy. 


He doesn't notice Nikki threatening the ice cream guy. Or the ice cream guy breaking down into loud sobs and 
the kids all pointing fingers and laughing at him. Nope, he was oblivious to that. 


"Decided yet, babe?" Vince nods, smiling at Nikki. 


"Oh, yeah, | want every flavor." Nikki's eyes bulge out, but he slowly nods, and glares at the poor ice cream 
man who immediately hands Vince his ice cream. Vince smiles happily, licking the dripping mess. It truly was a 
sight to see. Nikki put an arm around the blonde and soon they were off, ice cream man putting up a closed 
sign, and driving off. Vince tilts his head as they approach the house. "Hey, we didn't pay him!" Nikki smirks as 
he opens the door , and pushes Vince through it. 


"Yeah, but do you care?" 


Vince smiles, but a scoop of ice cream falls on his head, and he glares at it. "No, oh fuck that's cooooollllddd." 


Nikki licks his lips, closing the door behind them. 


"Then let me warm you up." 


END-- should | have stopped there? | hope it was ok..?! 


